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oranges, sucking pineapples, sucking melons. The
perspiration rolled off one and all, the cheerful noise
gladdened the whole island, and where the crowd was
thickest arose, yes, even a faint cloud of steam.
Motor cars and charabancs, luxurious bullock
waggons, carriages and pairs more glittering than any-
thing Hyde Park sees lined parts of the course. Some
were open and full of staid Chinese women and their
solemn-faced children. From chinks in the closed
silk curtains of others, languishing eyes looked out,
there was a gleam of gold ornaments, a glimpse of
rounded yellow arms, delicate taper hands, with
henna-stained finger nails. Gaudily-attired Malays,
suspicious and truculent-looking, threw fierce glances
at any passer-by who dared to show too much inquisi-
tiveness about what exactly the contents of these
curtained equipages were.
The demeanour of those in the enclosure was a
shade quieter than usual that day. Nobody knew, in
fact, exactly where he was. Old Joke had for months
been a hot favourite for the race, with the Rajah of
Tidatau's filly a bad second. And then a month or
two before the day, the favourite for some reason or
other had receded to 33 to 1. And even at that price
there had been a syndicate of Klings openly willing
to lay thousands against him.
The Rajah's filly was said to be lame, and had gone
back to third place, and the favourite now was
Bohong, a big Australian bay owned by a kongsi of
Chinese merchants, who were still putting their money;
on at 3* to 1, stolidly disregarding the thousand
rumours that were flying about the riijg. Tor some
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